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Summary: You know it well-How to Train Your Dragon! But what was 
Toothless thinking while Hiccup lived out his little well, not so 
little adventure? Here's the same story-from the dragon's point of 
view. CHARACTERS BELONG TO CRESS IDA POWELL AND DREAMWORKS. 


1 . Humans 

**A/N: All right here we go! Revamped "How to Train Your Human"! I 
read through it and didn't like how I wrote some of the parts. Also, 

I wanted to update some of the terminology with what I now know about 
the dragons of this amazing world. Not much has changed, although I 
am combining some of the sections that were really short. I'll be 
doing this before actually updating with new material. Enjoy!** 

I remember the day the humans came. We had been visiting the island 
for decades before them, snatching up wild boars, elk, and other 
detectible prey from its thickly forested shores. The Alpha was quite 
pleased with everything we brought to him, and that alone saved our 
lives. Three times each lunar cycle, we brought our hard-earned kill 
to the mountain in order to survive. 

I was a hatchling when hunters stopped returning from the island. The 
Alpha sent out scouts and discovered that strange creatures who 
called themselves humans had settled there, claiming the land. The 
disastrous humans had killed our clanmates. Only one scout returned, 
claiming that the humans had captured all of our potential prey and 
were not sharing. This devastated the others greatly, especially the 
Alpha . 

So that was how I grew up. The battle between them and us is 
gradually becoming a war. Eight long years passed and my kind are 
slowly diminishing in numbers. It's rare when dragons die naturally, 
but my closer friends suffered this fate two years ago. Two bonded 
dragons always die at the same time, usually together. 



When this happened, my clan put a strange task upon me. You see, I'm 
a different kind of dragon. I was born from death, something that 
rarely occurred even for us dragons. It resulted in a kind of respect 
from the others, but I still prefer to go it alone. I never spend 
time in the mountain, while some dragons never leave. The Alpha lost 
his grip on me a while ago but he hasn't given up. This, of course, 
presents another problem. The others can't seem to shake his hold on 
them, but it doesn't seem like they want to anyway. 

I'm different, I guess. I refuse to conform to their ways. If it 
endangers my existence, I'm not going to risk everything just to feed 
my lazy Alpha. And the best part is, he can't do anything about it. 
I'm too fast and dark for him to catch. When he tries to chomp at me, 
I easily steer clear. Not all Alphas are like him. Every now and then 
we get a wanderer from other nests, and they seem disconcerted with 
how our Alpha treats us. Eating other dragons? But it doesn't seem to 
faze the others. Maybe they're just trapped. 

So my clanmates made a deal with me. If I help them with their raids, 
I don't have to contribute to the mass hysteria that is feeding the 
Alpha. They said that my swiftness and dark coloring camouflages me 
in the night. And with my intense and extremely powerful blasts, I'm 
the perfect weapon. 

That's my task. I help them with their raids on human settlements and 
I don't have to help them with the Alpha's feeding. Of course the 
Alpha isn't happy about it, but what can he do? 

I'm flying through the darkness, my clanmates behind me. Generations 
have passed, and I'm barely a young adult. There aren't any other 
dragons like me that I've found, so the others tend to treat me like 
an outsider. I guess my isolation from the group doesn't help. 

So we're heading to yet another raid on the humans. As islands come 
in sight, I dip my nose upward and swoop above the others. It's a 
small herd of a couple different species. I've heard the humans refer 
to us with different names, but I can never catch them. They sound 
nonsensical anyway. 

The first dragon attacks the wooden shelter of the human clan's 
Alpha. Every dragon speaks of the Human-Alpha to their offspring, 
about how many dragons he's killed and how we must seek revenge. He 
killed my clanmates, and some of the only dragons I ever thought of 
as friends. Killing him is the only reason I perform my destructive 
task with such determination and valor. 

The humans are sent running. I watch as their puny two legs drag them 
all around their settlement, seemingly running in circles. A few grab 
wooden, hollowed-out logs filled with water, tossing them uselessly 
at the fires my clanmates created. I circle the scene like a hungry 
vulture, ears awaiting the signal from the head of the patrol. 

And it comes. The compelling coo of my fellow patrol leader touches 
my ears and I swoop downward in pursuit of the Human-Alpha. My yellow 
eyes are slit in concentrat ion . Einding my target, I quicken my pace. 
Now for the one key factor of my powerful attack. Whenever I try to 
go unnoticed, there's one thing that always gives me away. 

I inhale, gathering flammable gas from the pouches in my mouth. The 
brimstone I chewed up before I left tastes like smoke. The 



high-pitched whistling before my blast fills the air, but I'm too 
light-headed from the gas to see the humans' reactions. Even so, I 
know what they're thinking. They're thinking about how much danger 
their lives are in. 

The fire shoots from my mouth like a powerful hiccup. I zoom away in 
fear that the fiery blast will give away my position. Two mere 
seconds, and I still can't seem to get away fast enough. 

Now that my presence is known, I have a whole clan of humans trying 
to capture me. It doesn't worry me though. No human in all the years 
I've participated in the raids has ever seen me, let alone captured 
me. My black color shields me from their dull eyesight. That's why we 
only attack at night. 

Mind you, if the humans only shared, things would probably be 
different. They aren't dumb prey like cows and sheep. They behave, in 
part, like dragons. They have mind processes and have emotions. But 
the war they have started results in self-defense, and now no dragon 
will rest until the Human-Alpha is dead. 

I continue aiming massive shots at the shelters and humans, 
destroying their settlement. Maybe if they get fed up, they'll leave, 
I think. As my clanmates begin escaping with prey, I begin to draw 
back. I have it all planned out: when I get the signal from the 
patrol leader, I release one final shot and head back with my 
clanmates. I'll go on living my life, raiding the humans and not 
worrying about our useless monarchy. That is, of course, if all goes 
well. And it always does. 

So I get the signal and draw back, preparing for my last shot. I 
swoop down over the cliff on the south side of the island and release 
the fire on a large wooden structure. All goes well as I zoom up, 
past the now-flaming structure, and head away. 

Then something happens that not only surprises me, but has never 
ever, ever happened before: some human got lucky. 

Out of nowhere, something sharp and painful knocks me in the side. I 
let out a shriek of pain as a strange, grass-like strand wraps around 
my limbs, wings, and tail. Oh, my tail! It's the sharpest pain I've 
ever felt. It feels like a dragon has come up behind me and scorched 
it by peeling off every single fireproof scale. But the strange 
contraption tells me that it's not a dragon, it's a human. Some 
lucky, annoying human. The shock and pain send me to the ground, 
unable to fly. I can't steer whatsoever, but thankfully land on 
ground and not in water. Yet, as I tumble to the forested island, I 
suddenly wish it had been water and not land. I crash-land into a 
patch of trees, down a gentle slope not so gently, and tumble around 
a large boulder. My head pounds and throbs from the pain while my 
tail is still stinging. When I open my eyes, everything around me is 
doubled and the ground sways beneath me. Stupid humans, I think 
before passing out. 

I have no idea how much time passed when I wake up. It can't have 
been too long, since the sun is barely rising. The ropes are still 
tangled around me, and no matter how much I struggle, I can't break 
free. The stinging in my tail is reduced to a light throbbing while 
my head still aches. I give up struggling, eyes drifting closed in 
resign. What else can I do? I could wait for a human to come by and 



find me, but that would not end well. I could wait until another 
dragon comes and have it chew the ropes, but that day may never 
come . 

So I lay there. I drift in and out of a restless sleep, pain 
eventually subsiding. The sun slowly rises, along with my 
impatience . 

Then I feel something on my side. I twitch instinctively, a soft 
groan escaping my throat. The creature moves, most likely in fear. At 
this point, any creature should know that they're safe in my 
presence . 

Except humans . 

So when I open my eyes to see a scrawny human, male from his scent, I 
feel immediate resentment. He seems incredibly frightened, but I 
don't care. He has a sharp-looking stone in his hand, one that from 
experience, I know could easily kill a helpless dragon. 

The funny thing is, after years and years of being around humans, 

I've learned to understand their strange form of communicat ion . I 
can't speak it, of course, but I can understand a few words. 

And this one's going on about cutting out my heart and giving it to 
his father. Dragons don't really have fathers the way humans do. 
Usually, when a dragon hatches, the "father" is just the dragon that 
takes care of them. Although we mate for life, the bond between 
friends is much stronger than the bond between mates. I don't have a 
father. Like I said, I was born of death and chaos. It's been a long 
time since a dragon has come into existence purely through elemental 
power . 

The pitiful human shivers in fear. He holds the stone above his head 
and I relax, eyes closing once more. The truth is, I'm only trying to 
put on this show for him. There's always that chance that he actually 
does have it in him. And in this one case, I'm completely helpless. 

In all honesty, I'm taking a huge risk in not trying to scare him 
of f . 

Suddenly, I hear him say, "I did this." 

I expect him to walk away. I expect him to run along home to his 
so-called father. But what he does next surprises me. 

My eyes shoot open as I feel the stone press against my scales. I 
hear the unmistakable sound of human-vines snapping. Before he can 
break through the second vine, I realize what his intentions are, and 
already have a plan. The second I'm freea€ 1 

The final vine is cut. I leap to my feet and pounce at the boy, 
pinning him against the large boulder beside us. In the split second 
when I have him pinned, and he's staring at me with dilated, 
frightened eyes, my mind races. I should kill him. He's the first 
human to see me, let alone capture me. 

a€ 1 And even so, he didn't kill me. He had a perfect chance and still 
didn't kill me. I feel like I owe him that. 


My eyes narrow. I can't just let him go. It would be against all 



dragon instincts. But then I feel like he was going against human 
instincts by letting me go. 

I lift my wide head, mouth opening. The boy flinches in fear, puny 
paws gripping my huge ones weakly. In the next moment, I'm roaring at 
him at the top of my lungs. Not saying anything in particular, just 
screaming. He deserves to be at least deaf, no? 

With that, I dash away. My job is done, finally. I can return home 
and tell my clanmates what happened. 

Full of relief, and anger at the humans, I leap into the air as the 
forest floor drops off into a deep gorge, filled with a small pond in 
the center. Then the worst thing ever happens. 

It's known by every dragon in the world: if you can't fly, you're 
dead. If something happens that disables your ability to fly, good 
luck surviving. Most dragons depend on flight, and those who can but 
lose their ability to fly usually crawl away to die. 

So when I crash land head-first into the wall of the cove, it's not 
just the hard hit that dazes me. I tumble to the ground and shake off 
the crash, letting out a brief cry of pain. Once I regain my 
composure, I'm in the air. But again, I spiral to the ground, 
defeated . 

Oh no. What's happening? What did he do? I examine my wings, heart 
pounding in panic. Everything seems fine. He didn't nick a wing while 
cutting those vines. So what's wrong? 

Suddenly, it comes to me. That burning, excruciating sensation in my 
tail from the night before. 

Eyes widening, I flip my head around and look at my tail. To my 
absolute horror, I realize what the stinging was from. 

One half of my tailwing is missing. Just completely gone. In its 
place is a brownish-red scab, along the length of the wing. That 
dirty human's contraption ripped my tail off! 

That's when the regret hits me. I should've destroyed that useless 
human. He pretty much killed me. I let out an incredibly frustrated 
cry, expressing my hatred for all humans. 

And then the desperate struggles commence . I scratch and scramble at 
rocky gorge walls, wings whipping at the air. But every time, I fall 
back to the ground. I refuse to accept my terrible fate. Why would I? 
It's entirely possible to fly without a tailwing. It's just a tad 
difficult to steer. 

I don't give up. I try all through the day, claws becoming dull and 
weak from scratching at the rock. I lose a scale now and then from 
slamming into the walls and ground, littering the cove with black 
spots. Hunger strikes at my stomach and I try desperately to catch 
fish from the pond. But there are so few, and I grow weaker and 
weaker. My circumstance gradually dawns on me, and I fall to the 
ground, exhausted. 

What am I going to do? If I don't find a way out of this ditch. I'll 
die here. 



But I'm too tired. I give up for the day, muscles aching from all the 
strenuous climbing and flapping. I curl into a ball, watching as the 
sun sets. Resignedly, I shut my eyes, hoping I'll wake up to all this 
being a dream. 


2 . My Human 

No such luck. My eyes blink open to a fully risen sun, and I'm still 
in this elemental-forsaken gorge. At least I know I slept enough. The 
new energy surging through my body, I climb to my feet. I look up at 
the edges of the cove, eyes narrowing. I feel rejuvenated. I can do 
this. It's not difficult. I just need to dig my claws deep into the 
edges and climb. Then I'm free. 

I bound to the edge of the cove, stretching out my limbs and wings. 
Determination courses through me. I crouch down, haunches rocking 
from side to side. I'm strong. I'm the strongest. 

I extend my muscles, reaching for the topmost boulder. I scramble for 
a firm grip on the rocks, wings trying to give me a boost. But 
gravity's not on my side. I fall back to the ground, landing with a 
thump . 

Rage replaces the determination. With a new approach, I lunge for the 
opposite wall. I act like a squirrel, not sure which tree I want to 
climb . 

I take a moment to calm down, breathing heavily. I stay at the very 
end of the cove, tail lashing back and forth. I jump up once more, 
scrambling furiously. My frustration physically manifests in the form 
of a blast of fire, aimed at nothing in particular. The soft ground 
becomes black with charred earth and ashes as I stare at it angrily. 

I try climbing the wall a few more times before my stomach 
gurgles . 

My eyes dart to the pond as a fish skims the surface. I plunge my 
mouth into the cool water, feeling the cold rush against my scales. 
I'm too slow though, and the fish escapes the snap of my jaws. 

I rest my head on the ground with resign. It's no use. I'm dead 
here . 

Something falls from higher up on the cliff. I lift my head once 
more, searching for the source of the disturbance. 

I don't know what it means. Does it even mean anythinga€"the fact 
that my capturer appears just as I give up hope? Nonetheless, there 
he is, sitting atop a boulder. I almost expect him to run away, but I 
bet he's expecting me to attack him. 

How long has he been there? Has he seen my numerous attempts at 
escaping? Has he realized what he's done, what my terrible situation 
implies ? 

That's all I can do. I stare him down, praying he can learn from my 
menacing leer just how angry I am. But he tilts his head, as if he's 
curious about me. I find myself doing the same, wondering just what's 
going on through that puny little head. 



It isn't long before he shuffles away slowly, disappearing through 
the shrubbery. 

Now I'm just his little dragon pet. He knows I'm here and can't get 
away. He's going to get the Human-Alpha and other humans and bring 
them to kill me. 

Furious, I get to my paws. Hunger picks at my stomach, but I do my 
best to ignore it. My curiosity gets the best of me as I sniff out 
the object that the human dropped. 

I find it near the edge of the pond, a long and thin twig. Full of 
anger, I scorch it to ashes, retracting my teeth. 

That's the only annoying thing about being the way I am. My flame is 
so hot that it sears through bone. My jaws aren't wide enough to 
steer my teeth clear, so all I do is retract them. Sometimes I forget 
though, which makes hunting difficult. 

The day goes on. My human doesn't return as I watch the sun set. Then 
I realize the terrible truth: when I hear the bushes rustle or an 
animal scurries along my peripheral vision, I find myself hoping that 
it's my human. As if he can climb down and save me. He already saved 
my life once. 

The next morning, I officially give up. I'm not going to sit and wait 
until I die, but I know it's pointless to keep trying to escape. I'd 
have more luck waiting for my human to come kill me. 

Which is technically what I do . I pace around the gorge floor, 
sipping at the water and failing to catch fish. By the time the sun 
is high, I'm sunbathing lazily on top of a pile of boulders. My 
stomach is turning and growling with hunger. It's been three whole 
days, right next to a pond with no luck of food. I feel light-headed 
when I look at the sun or when I open my eyes, but I'm too exhausted 
to try fishing again. 

On top of the boulder-stack is when I smell the unmistakable smell of 
raw, freshly-caught fish, delicious scent unmasked by open air and 
not hidden by water. 

My eyes shoot open as I look down at the ground. I can't tell where 
the smell is coming from. I gaze all around the gorge but can't see 
anything . 

And suddenly I see my human. I was so overwhelmed by the wonderful 
smell of fish that I didn't notice the male human scent. He's walking 
along the floor of the cove, fear emanating from his scent. A fish 
dangles from his paw. 

That fish isn't the only reason I pick my way carefully down the 
boulder pile, toward the boy. Sure, I'm really hungry. But maybe I 
can get something from this human. He obviously didn't kill me 
before . 

I crouch before him as he holds out the fish. My mouth fills with 
saliva as I creep forward, opening my jaws. 


But the sun catches on something by his waist. A tiny glint that 



draws my eyes right to a stone dangling from a pocket. The same stone 
he was going to kill me with before. 


I halt, narrowing my eyes and growling at the stone. My human starts 
slowly reaching for it and I snarl, warning him. I could lunge out 
and tear his head off right now, but he doesn't know that I 
won ' t . 

He drops the stone to the ground, but he can still get to it. I nudge 
my head slightly, motioning for him to kick it away. He does so, and 
the stone drops into the still pond water. 

What's this? He's still holding out the fish. He wants to feed 
mea€"help me survivea€"f or no reason? Even so, it's food. I'll take 
it . 

I inch forward, jaws opening. The human smirks. 

"Huh. Toothless. I could've sworn you hada€"" But I suddenly want to 
impress him. I snap my teeth out and scarf down the fish. "a€l teeth." 
I pass my tongue over my lips, catching all extra traces of fish. My 
human is staring at me, eyes wide. 

Now for the test of trust. It's something all dragons do with close 
friends or family members. The older dragon consumes the food, then 
spits out half to give to the other. 

I crawl closer to my human, sniffing and cooing at him. His fear 
amuses me. He drops to the ground, back pressing against a rock. "I 
don't have any more!" 

I don't want to go into too much detail, but I regurgitate one half 
the fish onto his lap, rather reluctantly. The human seems rather 
disgusted, but I lean back, resting on my hind legs as all humans 
do . 

He looks at me. 

I look at him. 

He looks away from the half-fish in his lap. 

I look down at it. 

With a sigh, he picks it up in his hands. I'm impressed. I didn't 
think he'd do it. But nonetheless, he takes one slimy, puny bite from 
the fish. I lift my ears and tilt my head in satisfaction. 

But the fish stays in his mouth. I swallow, directing him to do the 
same. He seems annoyed, and yet swallows. It's official. He's 
trustworthy. Not that I'm going to trust him. I smack my lips. 

Then he does something confusing. He pulls the corners of his mouth 
back in what seems to be a gesture of happiness. Must be a human 
thing, I think, but it intrigues me. Teeth naturally retracted, I 
pull my lips back. But there's something else. They're up too. I lift 
the corners, finding the gesture strange and uncomfortable. 

It was a mistake though. In human, this must give the other 
permission to share the sense of touch, for my human reaches a paw 



out to touch my nose. 


I extend my teeth, snarling at him. Who knows what he could do with 
that one paw? I lift my wings and fly off across the pond, crashing 
into the ground on the other side with a frustrated shout. He just 
wants to keep me as a pet. There's no way I'm going to be some human 
pet . 

Assuming he will leave, I chew up some brimstone in my mouth and burn 
the ground in front of me, heating it up. Once it's nice and warm, I 
curl up into a ball, lying on top of the burned earth. 

The chirping of birds makes me look up. I see a small, delicately 
built nest of twigs and leaves perched atop an extended tree branch. 
Frightened, the bird flaps its wings and flies away. What I'd give to 
be able to do that again. 

My eyes briefly follow the bird before resting on my human, who still 
hadn't left. In fact, he's now seated on the ground right next to me. 
He lifts a paw in acknowledgement. 

Narrowing my eyes, I shift around and lay my head on the ground. I 
swing my tail around my body, using my tailwing as a shield to hide 
the human from sight. But after a moment, I feel my sixth sense 
tingle and lift my tail, only to see him reaching a paw out to touch 
me. Grumpily, I get to my paws and pad away. 

Why is he so interested in touching me, in sharing the fifth of the 
six senses? Maybe he read my sign of trust, the fish, as a way to 
share senses as well, taste. 

Nonetheless, night falls and he doesn't leave. He stays in the gorge, 
not eating or saying anything. Not to mention I've given up trying to 
escape . 

I climb the thin branches of a high tree, wrapping my tail around the 
highest. I let myself fall, dangling by the branch upside-down. I 
watch my human curiously until drowsiness pulls as my eyes and I fade 
into sleep. 


3. Flying Again 

The very next day, a new yet familiar scent tickles my nose, bringing 
me from my dreams of endless pools of fish. I crinkle my nose, eyes 
blinking open. The familiarity of the scent hits me when I see my 
human sitting on a rock beside the water. 

He's doing something to the ground. Maybe he has more fish. Curiosity 
getting the best of me, I slide down from my position on the branch 
quietly, padding over to him. 

He doesn't realize I'm there as I peer over his shoulder. A twig is 
in his hand. Aw, no fish. But what is he doing? The twig dips into 
the earth, and he drags it along, creating a line. A drawing. He's 
drawing on the ground with a stick. And what's more, the drawing 
looks familiar. After a moment, it comes to me. It's me. He's drawing 
me . 


An idea rushes through me as I get on my hind legs. The human is 



inspiring me. I waddle over to my tree, finding it rather 
uncomfortable to walk the way humans do. However, I clamp my jaws 
down on the tree branch, pulling with all my might. The thunderous 
clap of a snapping tree trunk fills the silence as I hold the branch 
in my jaws. Satisfied, I carry it over to my human, dragging the end 
on the ground. He drew me, I'm drawing him. We'll share the sense of 
sight . 

I curve the branch through the dirt, occasionally glancing back at my 
human for reference. I use the stick to draw the curves, lines, and 
dots of the human's strange face, teeth gripping the bark. Once I'm 
finished with my masterpiece, I place the branch down and admire my 
work . 

Not bad for a first-time artist. 

My human seems intrigued. He gets to his feet, examining my drawing. 
But his furry hind paw covers up a line. I crouch, growling as a 
warning. Shocked, he lifts his foot. I stop growling. 

He puts his foot back down. 

I growl . 

He lifts it. 

I stop. 

He puts it down. 

I growl . 

He steps over the line. 

That's good enough. I stop, watching him pull his lips back in that 
same friendly gesture from the day before. He begins a series of 
steps around my drawing, seemingly amazed. I watch as he turns in 
circles, ending up with his back to me. I gaze down at him, eyes 
narrowed, as he slowly turns and looks up at me. 

He is friendly. He is trustworthy. He's stayed here for two days 
without his killing stone, without getting other humans. It's 
confusing, but I'll take it. 

_Maybe not all humans are bad_, I think as he reaches his paw out to 
touch my nose. 

I growl. I don't know why, honestly. It's only a half-hearted growl, 
and I almost feel bad as my human draws his hand back. But my silent 
prayer for a second chance reaches him. The sixth sense. He closes 
his eyes, turning away. He reaches his paw out once more. He seems to 
be letting me decide whether or not we share the sense of touch. 

I gaze at his paw, pupils widening. Human paws are quite interesting. 
They have short, stubby claws and their individual fingers are long 
and extended. Their thumbs have the ability to curl around and hold 
things. They are rather strange. 

But I know this human won't hurt me. His paw is gentle-looking at 
relaxed. Might as well humor him. 



I press forward, a little hesitantly at first. Eventually my nose 
touches his paw, and we stay like that for a brief moment, eyes 
closed. Eventually, I pull away, wrinkling my nose from the touch of 
the human's smooth and gentle scalesa€ 1 they ' re not scales. Just 
skin . 

He got what he wanted. He has no more use for me. My eyes narrow and 
I fly away, landing sloppily on the other side of the water. 

That night, he leaves. He doesn't give me anymore fish. He's just 
going to run home to his other humans and boast about how he shared 
senses with a dragon. Now he's going to leave me to die. 

I don't try to escape anymore. What's the point? I may as well 
die . 

The next day though, he returns. What more could he possibly want 
from me? I decide I've officially become his pet, since he drags a 
woven pouch with a strong scent of fish. 

"Hey, Toothless," he coos. 

Didn't we go over this? I'm not toothless. Why is he calling me 
that ? 

"I brought breakfast." 

Brek-f ist ? 

"I hope you're hungry." 

Most definitely. 

My human puts a foot on the pouch and tips it over. A large mountain 
of different kinds of fish, familiar and new, spills onto the ground 
He brought all this for me? 

He rattles of different types of fish as I pad my way over to the 
pile, sniffing in the delicious aroma. 

"a€land a whole smoked eel." 

I stop. What did he say? The smell comes to me like a dead, spiny 
cactus in the middle of a lush field of flowers. Dragons hate eels. 
We couldn't tell you why; they're just slimy, disgusting-tasting 
creatures . 

My human reaches down and lifts a black and yellow eel from the pile 
The smell makes me crinkle my nose in disgust as I hiss at it, teeth 
extended . 

He chucks the eel to the side as I swallow the smell. "Yeah, I don't 
really like eel much either." 

Hunger picks at me as I sniff at the fish. My human keeps talking, 
but I tune him out, scarfing up the fish. The wonderful taste takes 
over my senses, my hungry gradually subsiding. As I eat, I feel my 
human sitting by my tail. Purely out of instinct, my tail twitches 
until he holds it still. I prod around the empty pouch for any last 



traces of fish as it dawns on me. What is he doing with my tail? 

The pouch falls from my snout. I wiggle my tailwing, feeling a 
strange leather-like material on the other sidea€"where the other 
wing used to be. 

The other wing. Did he find it? Did he snatch it up when he tore it 
from my tail in the first place? Does he feel so guilty that he's 
trying to put it back? Either way, he's giving me flight. He took it 
from me, and now he's giving it back. 

Excited, I stretch out my wings. I crouch low, preparing for 
take-off. I knew I could get something from this human besides 
food . 

I hear him mumble to himself, my eyes narrowing slyly. Rather 
suddenly, I leap into the air, wings pumping strongly. I feel my 
human gripping my tail, shouting in fear. I smirk to myself, climbing 
the sky. 

But as I tilt my tailwings, I begin tumbling down to the ground. I 
cry out in f rustrat iona€" 

And suddenly I'm climbing up again. My human did something to the 
tail, and I'm flying again. 

I zoom out over the gorge, soaring above the ocean water. It feels so 
nice to swoop through the air, ocean breeze dancing under my wings 
and slithering past my body. 

But suddenly I'm turning. My tailwing tilts involuntarily. What's 
that annoying human doing? 

I soar down above the gorge again, reflection shimmering over the 
pond. I hear my human shout in joy and turn my head to glance at him. 
_You're still there_? Suddenly I jerk my whole body upward, flinging 
my tail down. My human is sent flying, head first into the 
water . 

But to my dismay, my tail doesn't work without the human there. I 
have no idea what he did, but apparently I can't fly without him 
there . 

I, too, splash into the pond. 

"Yeah!" I hear as I poke my head above the surface. My human cheers 
in joy. 

My life is officially ruined. 

I'm dependent on this ridiculous human. If I want to survive, I have 
to turn to him. He is in complete control. 

I narrow my eyes as my human climbs out of the pond. It's going to be 
a long rest of my life. 

The new day brings a strange sense of apathy. This is my fatea€"I 
might as well accept it. Even though it's not the best situation 
(more like humiliating) , I may as well try and use it to my 
advantage . 



My human enters the gorge with new contraptions, more fish, and a 
bright corner-lift (that's what I call the strange, friendly gesture 
with the mouth) . I guess I'm not feeling up to another surprise, so I 
dash away, avoiding his strange device. 

The next few days drag on like a blurry dream. My human sticks a 
large brown cloth-like saddle on my back and sits on it, controlling 
the makeshift tailwing with a string. 

I don't care. I still can't fly on my own. This is all for his 
entertainment. Every time he finds something wrong with his saddle, 
he brings it back with an addition to fix it. After tossing him 
around (accidentally, of course), he creates a belt to keep him on. 

It doesn't really matter to me. 

But the time drones on and I start to realize something. Even though 
he's a nasty human from the clan that has murdered many of my 
clanmates, he isn't so bad. It's not always his little experiments. 

He comes to the gorge sometimes with pouches of fish and scratches me 
until I'm too full to eat anymore. He and I found a patch of 
dragonnip upon a crash-landing and he occasionally brings one of the 
blades as a treat. Not only that, but we play games. He reflects a 
light from somethinga€"I have no idea how he does ita€"and moves it 
around. It must be some sort of human ability, but it's fun to chase 
the shiny object around until I'm tired. My human may have turned me 
into a mere pet, but I turned him into a dragon-lover, most likely 
the first of his kind. 

By this time, he's built a way to control his makeshift tailwing from 
his position atop my back. We test out different positions while I'm 
tied to a stump, pretending to fly as the wind elevates me. But the 
wind gets a little out of control and the rope snaps, sending the two 
of us crashing through the forest. Of course, the crash sends my 
human off my back. But the unbelievable happens. 

Something got twisted; my human is stuck to the saddle. 

I'm not entirely sure why this means I have to go to my human's clan 
camp, but it almost seems like an adventure. A dragon secretively in 
the enemy's territory, permitted by one of the enemy. It's where my 
dark coloring comes in handy. 

So we're sneaking through the camp, me grinning to myself. My human 
pulls me past a few wooden structures as the two of us studiously 
avoid other humans. I'm almost surprised at the amount of 
self-control I don't have to practice in order to not blast their 
heads off. And then I hear, as another thick, hairy human passes us, 
"Hiccup." My human nods in acknowledgement. 

It's a strange-sounding word, but I guess it's what other humans call 
him. Humans think in such different ways. No matter, at least I know 
what to call him. 

Hiccup takes me to a smallish wooden shelter with lots of metal human 
things inside. He works in the dark, prying something apart on the 
saddle. But all of a sudden, we hear, "Hiccup? Are you in there?" 

My eyes widen. I know just as well as my human does that if anyone 
sees me, we're both goners. So Hiccup rushes outside, shutting the 



wooden slab behind him. We're still connected with a rope, so I 
remain crouched as I wait for him to explain himself. 

But a sweet scent touches my nose. I sniff the air, searching for its 
source. There, right in front of me, is a lone, grazing sheep. It 
spots me, standing still as a rock. Oh, it's so easy! The prey must 
be confused to see me in such close territory. My mouth waters and I 
inch forward, hoping not to disturb my human's conversat iona€ 1 

But I went a little too far. Before I know it. Hiccup as on my back, 
urging me to fly away. I dash around the shelter, zipping out of 
sight before the other human can spot us. 

It isn't long before Hiccup detaches himself from the saddle, using a 
rock and rather strong twig. He leads me back to the 
gorgea€"something I find amusing. What, does he think I'm going to 
run off? What can I do without the ability to fly? But he doesn't 
know that. So I curl up on a warm patch of earth, watching as Hiccup 
disappears through the shrubbery. 


4 . Training 

We're finally ready. The next day. Hiccup enters the gorge with a 
strong fear-scent about him. Hasn't he gotten used to me by now? But 
I learn that I'm not what he fears. It's what he plans to do. 

"Okay, bud, " I hear him say, picking out the words I understand. I 
don't know what he's taken to calling me anymore. Sometimes it's 
"toothless," sometimes it's "bud" or "buddy." Dragons don't need 
names. We just know who we're talking to. Human, however, require a 
kind of word. It's really quite amusing. "We're going to give this a 


I don't exactly know what that means, but I wait patiently as he gets 
on my shoulders. "Let's go. Toothless!" 

I lunge into the air, climbing higher and higher into the sky. I soar 
above the trees, keeping an eye out for the rocky shoreline of the 
island. I find it, swooping out over the ocean. By this point, I've 
grown accustomed to the feel of the saddle on my shoulders and around 
my torso. It's still not entirely comfortable, but I'll have to deal 
with it if I want to continue flying for the rest of my life. 

We're high above the ocean now, soaring easily and slowly through the 
air. I feel Hiccup's apprehension and feel slightly amused by it. 

This is the first time we're flying without the comfort of land a 
couple tail-lengths below us. Now it's dangerous. And 
exciting . 

"Okay there, bud," Hiccup says above the noise of the wind. "We're 
going to take this nice and slow." I look upward, although I can only 
see wisps of my human's brown hair. "Here we go, bud, here we go." 

Now for the ultimate testa€"to see if the completely version of 
Hiccup's makeshift tailwing actually works. "Posit iona€ 1 three . No, 
four . " 

There's a low clicking sound, and I turn my head to watch as the 
tailwing snaps into place. I face forward again, eyes narrowing in 
concentrat ion . I'm still not ecstatic that he can control where I go. 



but it's my only chance at this point. I feel the pull of the wind 
underneath the tailwing and turn left, banking steeply. Hiccup holds 
on tight as the wind directs us through the air, flying easily over 
the water. 

I straighten out in satisfaction. That seemed to have worked. 

"All right. It's go time, it's go time," I hear Hiccup say. The 
nervousness in his voice makes me smirk. 

I feel the human's weight press forward against my neck and I swoop 
downward. The breeze flickers against my scales as I zoom closer to 
the water, a tall structure made of rock and earth appearing in front 
of us. The tower looms over us with intimidation and I sense Hiccup's 
apprehension. I narrow my eyes. This'll be easy. 

I fly under the structure, wings flattened like a tree-cutter dragon. 
A flock of seagulls flaps their wings in easy flight above us, but I 
pay no attention. Before I know it, we're leaving the structure. A 
sense of delight floods my thought sa€"this is actually working! I 
didn't think the idiotic human would have any clue how to even go 
about learning he flight patterns of a dragon. But he's doing pretty 
well so far. 

Hiccup read my mind: "Yes, it worked!" 

Filled with new-found determination, I try to soar upward, but the 
fake tailwing doesn't allow me. I flap my wings desperately, eyes 
widening as we near a rock pillar. With a thunk, I smash into it, 
pushing off with my strong forearms. 

"Sorry!" Hiccup hollers, changing something on the wing. That's a 
word I'd come to fully understand as an apology. Most dragon will 
simply offer food as an apology. But this word seems to hold a lot of 
weight for humans. 

I shake my head, eyes blinking back into focus. But before I can 
concentrate again, I'm headed straight into another pillar. Now my 
head's jostling with a headache. As we resume normal flight, I lift 
my head, smacking Hiccup in what I hope is his face with my 
ear . 

"Ow! Yeah, yeah, I'm on it," he says as I swoop low over the ocean. 
"Position four. Er, three." 

Suddenly I feel Hiccup's gentle pull on my neck. He wants me to go 
upward. All right. Let's do this. I point my snout to the sky, 
climbing higher and higher through the air. "Yeah!" Hiccup cries in 
glee. "Go, baby!" His shouts of joy fill me with delight as my wings 
pump at the air, tongue lolling out the side of my mouth. Higher, 
higher, highera€ 1 

"Aw, this is amazing! The wind in mya€ 1 cheat sheet!" 

Cheat sheet? Never heard that phrase before. And why did he scream it 
like that? No matter. I'll justa€ 1 

But I can't fly anymore. My new tailwing has collapsed. Hiccup, what 
are you doing? But I don't need to wonder that long before I start 
tumbling to the ground. Hiccup falling a tail-length below me. I let 



out a cry of fear as we speed toward the salty ocean. Hiccup shouting 
meaningless words at me . I try to listen to what he's saying, but the 
wind is too intense in my ears. I accidentally hit him in the face 
with me tail, pivoting toward the ground faster and faster. 

But the elementals are watching over us, if you believe that kind of 
thing. Eventually Hiccup grabs hold of the saddle as we fall, 
clipping himself back on. He has a slip of paper in his hand, but I 
pay no attention to that. I tent out my wings, the wind pulling at my 
face as I try to brake my descent. The air gathers beneath my 
leathery wings and I'm in control again. We're safe. 

Except for the part where we're headed straight for a narrow maze of 
rock structures. And this is where I'm solely dependent on my human. 
If he doesn't get this straight, we're in trouble. 

So I plummet forward. What else can I do? I silently pray that Hiccup 
knows what he's doinga€ 1 

Eye narrowed, we zip in and out through the rock structures with pure 
ease. I don't have time to realize that we're doing ita€"Hiccup isn't 
messing up. As if we've been practicing like this for years, we zoom 
through the boulders, weaving our way through the narrow path. 

It works. Hiccup's invention really works. I can fly. 

"Yeah!" he shouts for joy. 

Eilled with the same jubilation, I grin, letting a blast of fire 
escape my throat. The fiery ball pauses in front of us, and I fly 
into it, letting the warm air brush against my scales. Maybe my life 
isn't over. 

We're taking a break from the flyinga€"the "training," as Hiccup 
calls it. And as much as I hate to admit, he has trained me in some 
sort of sense. And other human and I'd tear them apart. But Hiccup? 
He's my human. He's different. 

Lying on a crag of rocks beside the ocean, just on the other side of 
the island where Hiccup's nest is, we stop to rest and eat. He 
catches a large batch of fisha€"I still don't know how he does 
ita€"and dumps them on the ground beside me. Smacking my lips, I 
immediately dig in. But Hiccup doesn't like raw fish, as I've come to 
learn, and I help him out by lighting a pile of gathered sticks on 
fire. As he cooks half a fish over the burning flame, I spit out a 
bit of a fish I ate previously, tilting my head at Hiccup. 

"Uh, no thanks," he says with a gesture toward his fish, "I'm good." 
Shaking my head in satisfaction, I look down at my fish pile, mouth 
watering . 

Suddenly a high-pitched squawking interrupts my reach for another 
morsel. A flock of worm-nibblers (that's what we call them, a little 
unkindly) heads our way, landing on the crag and sniffing their way 
over to us . I know exactly what they wanta€"an easy meal of my fish. 

A soft growl escaping my throat, I place a paw over my fish 
protectively. But one of the nibblers finds the half-fish I offered 
to Hiccup and nibbles at it; I don't really care. I wasn't going to 
finish that anyway. Amused, I watch another nibbler snatch at the 
fish. The two fight over it, the first one releasing a small bubble 



of fire. The process seems incredibly difficult, draining the tiny 
dragon of energy. 

My eyes are narrowed as I look on, until a fish props itself up in my 
pile. Surprised, I watch it curiously. As it leaves the pile, I see a 
nibbler dragging it along. Angered, I snap for the fish, yanking 
until the good end of it is my mouth to swallow. I chuckle gently, 
the sound echoing off the rocky terrain. 

The tiny dragon is frustrated now. Spitting out the tailfin of the 
fish it had just lost, it scrapes its claws against the dirt of the 
ground. It seems to be preparing for a fire attack. Heh . Against an 
elemental-born dragon like me? It wishes. 

As the worm-nibbler inhales, flammable gas forming in its throat, I 
spit a minuscule spark of fire into its mouth, watching as the gas 
erupts inside the small creature. I grin meticulously as the dragon 
limps away, insides most likely burning. 

"Huh," I hear Hiccup mutter. "Not so fireproof on the inside, are 
you?" Then, to my utter exasperation, he reaches for a fish. "Here 
you go." He tosses it to the nibbler, and it gobbles it up 
hungrily . 

So it's not just me. At first I thought it was my existencea€"the 
fact that I'm elemental, the only one on this forsaken island besides 
the Alphaa€"that made me so interesting to the human. But it's 
dragons in general. Hiccup just likes dragons. All dragons. He's one 
weird human. 

"Everything we know about you guysa€lis wrong," Hiccup says. My tail 
flicks. Maybe there are other humans like Hiccup too. 

The evening comes and Hiccup flies me back to the cove. It has become 
a second home to me, a place I don't grow tired of. It reminds me of 
Hiccup; I like it there. 

I watch quietly as Hiccup leaves, his soft footfalls making 
absolutely no noise compared to my thumping steps. He's so punya€"I 
could dispatch him in an instant. But he's my one chance of survival. 
And yet, he's become more than that. He's a friend, a companion. 
Someone I can really live for. 

Oh, what have I turned into? I'm not a dragon anymore. These things 
killed hundreds of my kind. And still, we've killed thousands of 
them. But they have control of our only food-source, the only place 
my fellow clanmates can get food to feed the lazy Alpha. If they 
return with a small fish, or anything less than a sheep, they'll be 
eaten themselves. We have to kill the humans. 

But they need to survive too. My mind is alight with conflicting 
thoughts. Do I like humans now? Or do I just like Hiccup? 

I just like Hiccup. He has done everything to help me fly. I don't 
owe anything to the humans . 

Burning a patch of earth for warmth, I curl my tail around my body 
and fold my wings at my sides. Yawning sleepily, I rest my head on my 
paws, forcing all thoughts out of my head until I drift into 
sleep . 



5 . The Alpha 

I'm just waking up when I hear Hiccup's voice in my ears. He doesn't 
sound happy, maybe even a little bit panicked. But he's far away, and 
his words don't make sense to me. It's like he's talking to someone 
elsea€ 1 

That's when I hear a second voice, the voice of a human female. My 
eyes shoot open. No. I've just gotten used to having a human 
companion around. If he's going to bring more humans to me, he's gone 
too far. 

But as I lift my muzzle to see the new human, I realize why Hiccup 
sounded panicked. He doesn't want her here, and she's hurting 
him. 

That's not gonna fly. 

Letting a growl escape my lips, I rocked my haunches from side to 
side in preparation for an attack. Whoever this is, she's going down. 
Then, all of a sudden, this new human shoves Hiccup to the ground and 
pounces on him. Not on my sundial. With that, I kick at the ground 
powerfully, launching myself toward the two humans. But just as I'm 
about to pounce. Hiccup gets to his feet and reaches for me, hands 
pushing against my forehead. What? He want me toa€lstop? It doesn't 
matter. This female human was trying to hurt him, and that's not 
okay. I growl intensely at the newcomer, watching as she cowers in 
fear . 

"She's a friend," I hear Hiccup say hastily. Not from what I saw, I 
think, nudging at his hand with my nose. "You just scared him," 

Hiccup says to the girl. 

What? That is so not true. 

"I scared him?" she responds. "Whoa€lis _him_?" 

Hiccup glances between the human and me, a little apprehensively. 
"Astrid, Toothless, "a€"he gestures between usa€" "Toothlessa€ 1 Astrid . " 
I snarl fiercely, hoping the act of hostility is enough to drive the 
unwanted visitor away. 

Sure enough, it is. She shakes her head, eyes wide. But they narrow 
and she runs off, leaving the cove hurriedly. 

"Da da da, we're dead." I'm satisfied. I nod in approval and head 
away, returning back to my resting spot. "Whoa, where do you think 
you're going?" Hiccup calls after me. 

It's not long before he persuades me to go and catch up with Astrid. 
I'm not happy with it, but he's very persistent. So he climbs on my 
shoulders and I jump into the air, gliding above the trees until we 
find her dashing through the trees and over fallen, rotting logs, 
overgrown with moss. Just as she leaps into the air, I dip down and 
latch a paw onto her forearm, leaving her dangling in the air as I 
soar upward. She cries out in fear, struggling against my firm grasp. 
But it's not use, and I smirk to myself. Hiccup directs me to a high, 
dead pine tree and I drop Astrid on one of the branches, landing 



myself on the top and causing the whole trunk to bend 
downward . 


"Hiccup!" Astrid screams angrily, hanging from two arms. "Get me down 
from here ! " 

"You have to give me a chance to explain!" Hiccup pleads. I already 
know what this is leading to. If only Hiccup hadn't made me go after 
her, we'd be okay. Unlessa€lshe was probably going to run and tell 
the Human-Alpha about my existence. It's probably better off that we 
went and got her. 

"I'm not listening to anything you have to say!" Astrid fires. 

Well, it was worth a shot. 

But Hiccup's too persistent. "Then I won't speak," he says. "Just let 
me show you." I glance up at him, irked. I never agreed to this. 
"Please, Astrid." 

I need this as much as he does. Might as well humor him. 

Astrid hoists herself atop the trunk with relative ease. She reaches 
for my shoulder, but I shoot a growl at her, warning her not to touch 
me. Flinching instinctively, she reaches for the leather saddle. I 
wait patiently as she climbs on behind Hiccup, the extra weight an 
unfamiliar feeling on my back. "Now get me down." 

Now I'm in control. And she can't stop me. 

"Toothless, down," Hiccup orders, "gently." 

Hah. Sure. As he tries to comfort Astrid, I narrow my eyes 
maliciously. This is going to be fun. Without warning, I shoot 
straight up into the blue sky, wings pumping at the air strongly. My 
tongue lolls out the side of my mouth as I grin at Astrid' s helpless 
screaming. Hiccup is shouting at me angrily, but I can barely hear 
him over the rushing of wind in my ears. Not that I'd stop if he 
wanted me too. This is what she deserves for almost spoiling our 
secret . 

Reaching an incredible height above the ocean, I turn over gently and 
fall back to the water, belly-up. I let myself fall until we reach 
the water, the salty spray licking at my scales. I dip in gently, 
soaking the humans. As I zoom upward once more, I twist and twist, 
wings cutting the air like a tree-cutter's. I climb the sky speedily 
until I let myself fall once more, body spinning in every which 
direction . 

"Okay!" I hear over the screaming wind. "I am sorry! I'm sorry! Just 
get me off of this thing!" 

It's Astrid. She ' sa€ 1 sorry , huh? 

Eh, apology accepted. 

I flatten out my wings, letting the air buoy my body until I'm flying 
straight once more. The sun is already setting over the ocean as I 
soar gently over the water, slowing down tremendously. 



Now to prove that I'm not a mindless predator. 


Astrid seems to be relaxed now, and I can sense a release of tension 
from the air. Flapping my wings softly, I glide up through the 
clouds, feeling the almost tingling sensation of condensed water on 
my scales. It isn't long before night falls, and the sky presents a 
beautiful show for usa€"the spirit of the Ancient Dragon King. Every 
now and then, the night sky alights with his spirit, displaying a 
wonderful and truly magnificent array of colors. As we near Hiccup's 
clan nest, I swoop downward to glide across the strange, human 
statues. Sensing Astrid' s delight, I turn to grin at her, teeth 
retracted . 

"All right, I admit it," she says quietly. "This is pretty cool. It's 
amazing. He's amazing." She pats my scales gently and I acknowledge 
her. Maybe she's not so bad. 

Oh, what am I turning into? 

"So what now?" 

I'm flying out over the ocean, unknowingly approaching the screen of 
fog that hides the dragons' mountain. It isn't long before it dawns 
on mea€"it's hauling time. It's the one time of the month when all 
the dragons of our mountain bring in their kill, a heavy piece of 
prey for the Alpha. Remember how I don't have to bring him some food? 
And how he usually likes to take a snap at me whenever hauling time 
comes around? Well, last time didn't go so well for either of us. I 
swooped in to rest for the night and the Alpha lunged up from his 
little hiding place and tried to snap at me. He missed, but only by a 
hair. At any rate, I don't plan on revisiting that scare ever 
again . 

But even so, I have an advantage this time. I have two humans on my 
back. Maybe if I trick the Alphaa€"and my fellow clanmatesa€"into 
thinking that these humans are my prey, that I'm finally contributing 
to the hysteria. I'll be able to slide past him. And then I could 
show Hiccup and Astrid that if the humans share their food, or at 
least don't take up all the food sources on the island, then we 
wouldn't kill them. And then they wouldn't kill usa€" 

It's crazy. It'll never work, honestly. 

"Hiccup, your final exam is tomorrow," I hear Astrid saying. But the 
rest of her words are tuned out as the irresistible cooing of other 
dragons clutters my thoughts. It's time. They're here. Looking around 
hurriedly, I swoop downward deeper into the mist. A doublehead beside 
me coos in recognition of the humans on my back. My plan is 
working . 

Heart racing, I go through the normal route to get to the island. Oh, 
this is a bad idea. This is such a bad idea. What if Astrid brings 
the dragons to destruction? I really should only go to the mountain 
with Hiccup alone. But it's too late now. If I turn away, the other 
dragons would think I'm siding with the humans. 

"Toothless, you got to get us out of here, bud, " I hear Hiccup 
whisper. Nudging his hand away, I fly onward. He doesn't understand 
how it could affect me if I were to run away now with the other 
dragons seeing. 



I hear Hiccup's and Astrid's yells as I turn into the cavern that 
leads deep within the fiery mountain. My clanmates ' cooing fills my 
thoughts as I follow the swarm toward the giant pit set in the center 
of the mountain, full of molten lava. I watch as my fellow dragons 
dump cows, sheep, fish, even sharks into the fiery pit before zipping 
up and over their heads. Taking refuge behind a rocky pillar, I 
Hiccup and Astrid from view. 

"Oh, it's satisfying to know that all of our food has been dumped 
down a hole," Hiccup mutters sarcast ically . 

"They're not eating any of it," Astrid says under her breath in 
disbelief . 

Yes! That's what I'm trying to show you! 

A pudgy dragon flies lazily over to the pit, regurgitating a pitiful 
fish into the pit. Satisfied, he scratches behind his ear with a hind 
lega€ 1 

Without a tremor, the Alpha lunges up from his post in the lava and 
snaps his jaws completely around the dragon. I sense Hiccup and 
Astrid's tension as I watch angrily. 

"Whata€lis _that_?" Astrid hisses. 

Suddenly the Alpha's second pair of eyes opens and finds us hugging 
the cave walls. 

Hiccup places his hands on either side of my neck, leaning forward. 
"All right, bud, we've got to get out of here." 

Right before the Alpha has time to snap at us, I launch into the air 
with a plethora of other dragons, all spiraling up toward the high 
entrance. The Alpha saw them. He saw me, with two humans. That's it, 
I'm done for. But I don't look back as the enormous dragon snatches 
up an innocent doublehead and retreats into the lava. 


6 . Captured 

**A/N: And here it is! I've combined my update with the last chapter, 
so it's down there. I hope it's still enjoyable!** 

"No, no, it totally makes sense!" Astrid shouts hurriedly as I alight 
near the small pond in the cove. "It's like a giant beehive." Well, I 
wouldn't say that. "They're the workers, and that's their queen." Uh, 
I guess. "It controls them. Let's find your dad." Yes! Exactly, it 
controls those dragon slavesa€"did she say "find your dad?" 

I knew this could only end in disaster. Now Astrid's going to tell 
the whole human village about where the dragon nest is. I just 
betrayed my entire clan. 

But something Hiccup says stops Astrid in her tracks. I don't hear 
what she's saying since I've gone to the water, gazing at my 
reflection in shame. It's all too late. We're done for. I dip my nose 
into the cool liquid, sipping thirstily. 



Suddenly I hear Astrid punch Hiccup and I glance up at them. Hiccup 
gives me some sort of look and I shrug in response. But I notice 
Astrid is still here. Maybe Hiccup is convincing her not to tell 
everyone. And then I see something quite interesting. Astrid presses 
her lips to Hiccup's cheek for a moment, then rushes off and out of 
the cove . 

Curious, I pad over to Hiccup with wide eyes. "What are you looking 
at?" he mutters, but I only blink in confusion. Never seen humans do 
that before, and Hiccup's scent changed slightlyaCl Attraction? 
MaybeaC 1 oh. I see. It's similar to the scent of mating dragons. I 
can't actually mate, since there are no other dragons like me. But it 
never bothered me. 

The next morning I'm fast asleep when something disturbs my dreams of 
catching endless fish. I let out an involuntary coo as my ears 
flicker upward. And then I realize what it is: Hiccup's in danger. 
He's calling out for help. I lift my head in surprise, trying to find 
where he is. 

Panic starts to flood my senses. Hiccup's fear scent is growing 
stronger and I have no way of getting to him. But I have to try. 
Determined, I launch myself up the side of the gorge, clawing at the 
rocks hastily. I'm unsuccessful the first couple of times, but 
finally my claws latch onto the rocky surface and I'm able to haul 
myself up. Without leaving time to marvel at the fact that I just got 

out of the cove by myself, I lunge forward, paws beating at the 

ground. My wings lift me into the air when boulders and fallen trees 
cover my path, but I can't stay in the air for long. Pelting my way 

all the way to the humans' clan, I search out Hiccup's scent to 

pinpoint his location. As soon as I've gotten the direction in my 
mind, I sprint over to what looks like a caged-in area, gathering up 
flammable gas in my throat. 

Letting out a screech, I blast the cage wall, leaving a space for me 
to get through. "Night Fury!" someone cries. Is that supposed to me? 
I'm a "Night Fury?" I guess that's pretty cool. But I don't care that 
they can see me. I have a human to save. 

Landing in the arena, I come face to face with a flamer, one similar 
to the patrol leader ages ago. They can cover their whole bodies in 
flammable secretions, proving detrimental to human villages. It had 
had its claws wrapped around Hiccup's tiny body before I entered, and 
now we're tussling in the dust. Eventually I kick the dragon off of 
me, shielding Hiccup with my body as the flamer cowers against the 
wall. It tries to snap at me again, but I snarl defiantly and lurch 
at it, causing it to dash away in fright. All dragons know how 
protective another dragon can get, and they dare not mess with a 
possessive dragon. 

Hiccup places his hands on my forehead, pushing slightly. "All right. 
Toothless, go. Get out of here." He sounds urgent, but I can't leave. 
He almost had himself killed! 

Suddenly a swarm of humans floods the arena, axes and torches in 
hand. They're all headed toward mea€"I must be some sort of prize in 
their clan. Somehow, I'm not flattered by that fact. 

"Go, go!" Hiccup hollers. Now he's trying to protect me. My human. My 
human friend. That's what friends do. 



I'm about to lunge into the air when I see the Human-Alpha, that 
dreaded human who has killed thousands of dragons since his birth, 
heading straight toward me. My eyes narrow. Sorry, Hiccup, I can't 
leave without dispatching this villain. 

"No, Dad! Dad!" Hiccup's words barely make it to my ears; I don't 
take the time to listen to what he's saying. "He won't hurt you!" As 
humans approach me from either side, I kick them away effortlessly. 
"No, don't Toothless, you're making it worse!" And then the 
Human-Alpha is on mea€"until I pin him down. I cherish the look of 
fear in his eyes as I draw a large amount of gas, ready to fire. "No, 
no ! " 

Wait. Hiccupa€ 1 Dad? As if I had been on combat mode the entire time. 
Hiccup's words finally set in. The Human-Alpha is his father? I 
swallow the gas in my throat. I wouldn't kill another dragon's 
adoptive father, and if human fathers are anything like that... 

But before anything can be done, someone knocks me to the ground, 
slamming my head to the dust. I yelp in shock, trying to move my head 
and body but the movements are tight and locked. I feel like those 
terrible vinesa€"called ropesa€"are around me again, the ones that 
took away my flight. 

"Oh, no, please, just don't hurt him!" I hear Hiccup's voice over the 
shouting humans. "Please don't hurt hima€ 1 " 

_Please don't hurt him_. I'm sorry. Hiccup. a€ll'm so sorry. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>When my eyes eventually flutter open, I'm in a cage. The ropes 
are still binding my limbs together tightly, and the darkness is 
almost overwhelming. But I can sense the presence of other dragons, 
which is only comforting for a split moment. As their infuriated 
screams fill the air, I realize something horrible. These dragons, my 
former clanmates, have been locked up in this empty darkness for so 
long that they've lost all sense of what's right. They holler and 
shoot blasts of fire from their mouths aimlessly. It's almost as if 
they are no longer sentient, can no longer feel the joy of one 
another's presence. I cower away from their furious sounds, feeling 
my body tremble. <p> 

What are they going to do to me? Am I going to become like these 
dragons, insane with the horror of true enslavement? I think of the 
Alpha, and the others in my clan who no longer seem to control their 
own bodies. This caged existence is much, much worse than any 
resentment I've felt toward the Alpha. I would rather work for him 
mindlessly than be completely and totally aware of my current 
situation . 

I was so wrong. I let my guard down, trusting a stupid, 
elemental-forsaken _human_. It's not that Hiccup was ever going to 
hurt me. Still, I should've escaped when I had the chance . But what 
chance? I can't fly without him. I shouldn't have ventured into the 
human nest. That was my mistake. Now, Hiccup might be killed by the 
Human-Alphaa€"by his f athera€" just like the Alpha has tried to kill 
me on many occasions. What have I done? 



I don't know how much time passes before an incredibly blinding light 
breaks the darkness. Some human has opened the cavern, and I can see 
the other dragons around me cower away from it like filthy rats. 

Angry at the humans once more, I shoot a fiery blast at whoever has 
entered the cave, not even thinking it could be Hiccup. I try for a 
second one, but soon discover I have no shots left. That's never 
happened before. Most dragons have a limit on how much fire they can 
produce, depending on the amount of brimstone they chew up. I'd never 
found my limit before, but never tested it either. It had been so 
long since I had brimstone, and I rarely use my fire anyway. 

The human avoided my blast with skill. He must visit the dragons 
often and is used to the constant attacks. Eventually he makes his 
way over to my cage. I can't see his features very well, but it's no 
human I've seen before. 

"Come on, you horrible creature," he says, venom in his tone. I 
narrow my eyes at him, never before feeling this much hatred. 

More humans fill the cavern and hold me down while they place me on 
some kind of wooden contraption. That's what's so bizarre about 
humans. They build things, like some dragons build nests out of 
materials found on the islands. But the humans seem to be smart about 
it, and I can't escape this structure no matter how hard I 
struggle . 

The humans push me down along their settlement, across wooden 
platforms and past secluded nests. I don't dare look up for fear of 
seeing Hiccup, among the crowd of humans cheering on my execution. 
It's not that I'm sure he betrayed me. I just so desperately don't 
want to be betrayed. Even the thought of it, sends me spiraling in 
anger . 

Suddenly, I sense the Human-Alpha's presence as I'm carted onto one 
of the human's floating contraptions. I feel such contempt, but then 
remember that he's Hiccup's father. How am I supposed to feel 
now? 

"Set sail!" he shouts. "We head for Helheim's Gate." He walks past my 
locked-up self, voice growing sinister. "Lead us home, devil." He 
spits the last word, and I watch him angrily as he walks away. 

Ear off, way in the distance, I can sense Hiccup. And to my utter 
relief, he's just as angry and sad as I am. 

Okay. No more time for wallowing, no more time for resentment. These 
humans, even though they've got me locked up and fireless, are 
reeking with fear. The only one who seems to be resistant to it is 
the Human-Alpha, but he's no longer my concern. Right now, I have to 
figure out what in the Ancient Dragon King's name is going on. 

Lead us home. He wants me to take them to the Alpha. Ha! What does he 
think is going to happen? The Alpha, if not all the other dragons, 
will demolish their little army without much effort. They have no 
idea what they're up against. Still, it could be my only way to get 
out of this mess. I can only hope that Hiccup has a plan, way back on 
his island. 


So we move forward. I keep a close eye on the human, many of whom are 
watching me as well, weapons aimed at me . I can't help feeling that 



this is all the result of the Human-Alpha, that they're just 
mindlessly following his orders like my clanmates. Even though 
they're going along with his plans, they don't seem to be as 
strangely excited as he is. Either way, I've got to stop them. 

a€ 1 Or do I? Like I said, if they actually make it to the Alpha, 
they'll be dead in no time. 

But what then? I'll be stuck on the island with the Alpha, unable to 
escape his anger anymore. No Hiccup to help me fly, no friends to 
welcome me back. And on top of that. I'll have been the destruction 
of so many humans and dragons alike. I wouldn't belong anywhere 
anymore . 

I have to think of something fast. The Human-Alpha is talking to the 
one that retrieved me from my cage earlier, and suddenly it becomes a 
little more difficult to concentrate. The cooing of my clanmates 
resonates throughout the glacial structures around us and panic rests 
in my heart. We're almost there, and the other dragons can sense 
it . 


7 . Change 

All I can do is watch while the humans advance toward the nest. The 
Human-Alpha, Hiccup's father, leaps from the ship right in front of 
me and lands with a thud on the ground, and I feel the entire island 
tense as the other dragons notice his presence. Their soft calls 
silence immediately, and the whole volcano seems to calm as a sort of 
play-dead mechanism. I know that the humans have come prepared for 
total war, and that if my clanmates were to simply rush at them most 
of them would die in the process. All I can do is hope that this 
disturbance will be enough to bring the Alpha out of his cozy abode 
of lava and magma. Maybe then there will be some sort of 
resolution . 

But I can't fly. Even if I were to somehow escape this horrible 
contraption, I'd still be confined to the ground. Then my clanmates 
would see the kind of human pet I've become, stuck on the ground like 
they are. So much of me just wants to lie here in a resigned 
hopelessness. Hiccup isn't here. 

As it dawns on the humans that they've finally encountered the 
dragons' destruction (the ones that bother them, at least), they 
begin sharpening their weapons and setting up enormous mechanisms to 
smack a dragon right out of the air. I close my eyes, unable to look 
at the horror around me. Erom within the white noise of the busy 
humans, I hear the Human-Alpha say, "No matter how this ends, it ends 
today." He's not wrong. 

Suddenly everything goes quiet and the Human-Alpha raises his hand. 
The others are readying their weapons, and I peek up at the nest. I 
can sense them all in there, huddled in their coves and guarding 
their clutches. I know that they're praying the humans will move on. 
But I led them here. They know they've found it. 

Hiccup's father clenches his fist, and huge boulders are hurled 
toward the mountain. I can't help watching this terrible scene play 
out. A section of the mountain hollowed out for dragon clutches 
breaks away, shining the light of the sun deep into the nest. It's 



not enough light for the humans though, and they send what looks like 
a giant ball of fire into the tunnel. I cringe in fear that the ball 
will land on a nest of baby dragons, but the Human-Alpha is quick. He 
lets out a battle cry and storms into the tunnel. I don't quite know 
what he hopes to accomplish in the darkness of our nest, against 
thousands of dragons. Even so, as he runs inward, the little nests 
full of my clanmates begin emptying, and hundreds of dragons are in 
the sky in an attempt to flee. 

The humans think they've won. They think those dragons were flying 
off in fear of the human army parked outside their nest. They don't 
know what's stirring inside. They don't know that the Alpha is 
awakening from his lazy slumber, and that those dragons were hurrying 
off for fear of being swept up in the Alpha's blind rage. It wouldn't 
be the first time. 

The humans are cheering, but I can sense the Alpha's approach. I was 
dead for sure, especially without Hiccup around. For the first time I 
really try to break free of the cage around my neck, hoping that by 
some stroke of luck I could slip around the edge of the island and 
avoid both the dragons' and humans' bloodthirsty anger. The 
Human-Alpha notices my struggling and quiets the humans, sensing my 
unease at what was about to happen. 

At that moment, the entire mountain crumbles apart to reveal the 
Alpha, stomping viciously and letting out a roar of anger. What 
didn't dawn on the humans was that he wasn't as angry as he seemed. 
This, to our Alpha, was simply a disturbance to be handled. He didn't 
care how many dragons died in the process. He could captivate more 
with his ensnaring gaze. We were expendable. 

The humans scatter like a swarm of mice from a worm-nibbler . They try 
to fling their boulders at the Alpha, but he brushes them off just as 
he would a baby dragon poking his side for attention. The 
contraptions are gone in one mighty crunch of his jaw. The humans run 
to their ships, which was the second mistake. The Alpha, although he 
spends most of his time huddled away in the nest, isn't dumb. He 
knows what it takes to dismantle a human, and that means going for 
their transportation. Not unlike a dragon without a tail to help it 
fly. In one fell swoop, the Alpha dispatches the entire fleet of 
ships on which the humans arrived, and I'm left in the middle of 
them. It strikes me that this ship will eventually sink, and I'll be 
at the bottom of the ocean in a matter of minutes. 

Something off in the distance catches my attention just as the 
Human-Alpha and his friend catch the interest of the Alpha. A flock 
of dragons are headed directly toward them. I hone my senses in their 
direction, and can't help feeling overcome with an intense feeling of 
joy and hope. Even it means my death, at least I get to see my 
clumsy, stupid little human again. 

Hiccup, Astrid, and a few others are riding the dragons' backs. A 
poison-tail shoots a blast of fire at the Alpha, and I must admit I'm 
impressed. Hiccup got this dragon to attack the Alpha. It probably 
helped that these were the dragons that were so long entrapped by the 
humans in their nest. They no longer felt any real drive toward 
protecting the Alpha. 


The Alpha pretends not to notice. After centuries of putting up with 
my disobedient ways, he's grown to give off a sense of nonchalance. 



But he still tries to snap at me, so I know his attitude is only a 
show for the newly rebellious dragons. He crunches a large boat in 
between his jaws, scattering a group of humans. 

I don't quite know how they direct their dragons, but I get a strong 
sense of mutual interests from them, and they group works hard at 
distracting the Alpha. Hiccup and Astrid, riding the poison-tail, 
make their way toward the boats, and I let out a shrill cry to get 
his attention. It works, and the dragon swoops down toward me, among 
the flames. Hiccup jumps down, landing right in front of me. He tells 
Astrid to help the others, and all I can feel is tremendous 
jubilation at seeing my human again. Maybe there was still a 
chance . 

"Okay, hold on, hold on..." Hiccup pulls off my mouth brace and 
attempts to loosen the cage around my neck. But something the others 
do irritates the Alpha into turning, and his large, thick tail 
crashes into the ship. The whole thing, barely standing as it is, 
crumbles into pieces and makes way for the ocean below us, knocking 
Hiccup away in the process. We fall into the water, me still trapped 
and unable to move my body. But as Hiccup slowly descends, using his 
puny little arms to pump him closer to me, the air gradually leaves 
his lungs and he struggles with the chains. Suddenly, a hand grabs 
him from behind and pulls him to the surface. I'm grateful for his 
rescuing, but I feel what little hope I had recovered start to 
vanish . 

But the Human-Alpha is back. He stares at me under the water, 
weighing his choices. He could leave me here to die, reverse 
everything his son has done for the good of both our kinds. But he 
swims forward and with colossal strength pulls apart the contraption. 
In that split second of freedom, I'm faced with the same decision. I 
could kill the Human-Alpha now and Hiccup would never know it was me. 
But something has fundamentally changed since I met Hiccup. I 
couldn't possibly kill his father now. It was only a millisecond of 
thought in my mind to even do so, and even then I knew it was 
incredibly wrong. If Hiccup and I were going to change anything, we 
needed to help each other. I pump my wings through the water and grab 
the Human-Alpha, leaping out of the ocean and laying him down next to 
Hiccup. I land smoothly on a rock and turn to see Hiccup smiling up 
at me . I gesture with my head toward the fight occurring just 
dragon-lengths away. 

Hiccup nods. "You got it, bud." He jogs up the rocks and climbs onto 
my back, readying my tail with his feet. 

"Hiccup!" The Human-Alpha rushes toward us and stopped Hiccup. After 
a moment, he says, "I'm sorry. For everything." There it was again, 
that word of apology, the one that bore so much weight to the 
humans . 

"Yeah, me too," says Hiccup. They go on about occupational hazards, 
and the Human-Alpha says he's proud. I feel something stir in Hiccup, 
and realize this word also holds a lot of meaning to the humans. 
Proud. It makes Hiccup deeply satisfied, and so I feel it too. 

We launch into the air, flying directly upward to gain altitude. By 
the time we make it to the Alpha, he's breathing in with his huge 
lungs, trying to draw Astrid' s poison-tail into his mouth. I swoop in 
at such a high speed that Hiccup has to lie extremely close to my 



body to not get blown away. Just as the poison-tail graces the 
Alpha's teeth, I shoot a ball of flame at his mouth and the dragon 
escapes swiftly. Unfortunately, the blast knocks Astrid off its back, 
and I spin around to snatch her with my foreleg before she hits the 
ground . 

"Did you get her?" Hiccup calls above the roaring wind. I look down 
to see the human girl smiling up at me, upside down in my claws. I 
smile back with a corner-lift, then spin her in my paws to set her 
safely on the ground. 

"That thing has wings," says Hiccup as we ascend once more. "Okay, 
let's see if it can use them!" 

We turn and make a beeline for the Alpha's back. I ready a shot and 
aim directly at its encrusted wings, long since used due to its home 
within the volcano. I shoot, and the Alpha collapses to the ground 
from the shock. It isn't enough though, and the giant dragon 
stretches his wings. 

"You think that did it?" says Hiccup. The Alpha is in the air now. 

I'm surprised he can still fly, given how long it's been. But he's 
after us. Now time to settle a personal vendetta. Me against the 
Alpha. And there's no way I'm letting him win in my own terrain. 

"Time to disappear," I hear Hiccup say. 

Silly human. That's what I do best. 


End 
f ile . 



